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	1. Chapter 1

**So hello, I'm ILoveToWrite101!**

**I've been meaning to write this for a while now and I finally have got the guts to post it.**

**I am hoping to write another Hiccstrid fanfic but I wanted to write this one first.**

**It will take a long time for the next chapter to be released because I am writing quite a few fics at once and this adds more to my schedule. The soonest I can release a new chapter is from Thurs- Sat this week but let's see.**

**So Fairy Tale thing. Yeah it's kind of a mix of different fairy tales that make one so...yeah (I knd of have a thing for Fairy Tale Hiccstrid for some reason)**

**So here goes nothing ENJOY!**

* * *

><p><strong><em><span>O<span>_**nce upon a time, in a little cottage, upon a hill, on the Deep Wood Isle, in the Barbaric Archipelago, a young girl was born to a poor Viking merchant and his wife. When she was born her eyes sparkled blue like the vast ocean, her lips was the purest pink and her skin was fair and the colour of the ripest barley. So they agreed to name their daughter Astrid for it meant 'beautiful goddess'.

As part of an island ritual, they visited the islands wise elder to see how their new-born child would fare. They walked down their hill of solitude and headed towards the elders house. Upon arrival the elder greeted them warmly and had them sit. The elder told them he had seen much promise for their daughter and told them that their daughter would indeed be the most beautiful girl in their realm of Midgard, but he told them also to take caution for he saw that greed could ruin their daughters' life.

Within the first few months the couple were cautious, they did not want their daughters' life to be ruined so they told no one of their daughter and how she would grow up to be the most beautiful girl in Midgard. They were careful, they shut windows, they closed doors and when the merchant left on trips for work he would tell no one about her. Although they took all these precautions there was one other who knew of their daughter and they had not told him to stay quiet.

So one calm Sunday morning when he left on a stroll he went into the market to tell everyone of the news, of how the young couple on the hill had given birth to the most beautiful girl in Midgard. He told of how she would grow into a rare jewel every man would want. This news turned the Sunday morning into a hectic stressful one as all the youngest men of the village were forced to return home and wash, dress and collect as much as they could to make the offer of arranged marriage to the couple.

The young wife was all alone on her hill that morning as her husband had gone sailing to the other isles in the archipelago to trade. So she grew nervous when she heard the knock at the door, nobody from the village would visit her as she were lacking the riches to become a proper member of society and her husband could not have returned home so soon. She was extremely surprised when she saw a line of young bachelors reaching from a few months to eighteen years old had lined up from her door to the bottom of the hill. After she recollected herself she wondered where these suitors had come from and wasted no time asking. They told her of the news the elder had given them in the morning and how they had visited her to ask for her daughters' hand in marriage.

The young wife became crafty and told the families she would only accept the offer if they added a certain amount of gold to the deal. Almost immediately the families left and went to go collect the gold pieces. The families returned and one by one they piled money into her home. She then told them that she would only allow her daughter marry the boy who was the best cook. The older boys cooked mediocre dishes on their own and the infants' or young boys parents' could procure very delicious meals but by the time the last five had to cook she was full but said if they came the next day she would be happy to eat their meals. So the next day came and after she had eaten the five meals she told all the families she would only accept her daughter to be married to the young man who was the best at building and could build her a better house. A week passed and ten particularly nice houses were built in her honour.

So in excitement the families told her they would take no more of these tasks and wanted to know who her daughter to be married to was, she replied eloquently saying she had a few in mind but she had to wait for her husband to return and to discuss with him before she confirmed the boy.

The young wife was particularly smug about this; she knew her husband was not to return to until the end of the year. So every day she was greeted by a basket of gifts. They ranged from baked goods, to flowers, to dresses.

But soon a lot of the families became anxious and sent the men of the house to different islands to find the young wife's husband. They set off to every island in the archipelago walking up to people with posters asking if they knew of this man's whereabouts and when they got curious and asked why, the men told them of their daughter.

The news spread like a wildfire, it reached every family on every island. Many made plans and ventured to the young wife on the hill on Deep Wood Isle. The young wife received more visitors in day than she had ever had in five years. She had them do the same things the others had to do and soon she became one of if not the richest, most well fed and the woman with the most land in all of the islands.

It did not take long for her husband to find out. He was drinking a beer at a pub when the group of men told him of the rumour, in a state of emergency he went home as fast as he could. When he returned the village and its guests threw a large parade and party to celebrate. They called it the celebration of 'the choosing'. The husband was indeed shocked but when he saw of her wealth, health and land he joined in and tried to prolong the celebration.

Close to the end of the celebration there was a loud knock at the door of the couple's house. Being polite they opened it. In front of them they saw the chief of Berk; Stoic the Vast. They had heard many tales of the man who stood in front of them, they had never believed them but now that he was in front of them they realised the stories were true. The tales were of pure strength they believed no one possessed but they saw his large size and they saw the size of his arms and gulped. They let him in and had him sit down, only then did they notice the young boy of three behind him. A scrawny young fellow he was, it was frightening how skinny he was. They learned that the boy was the son of the Chief and his name was Hiccup. He told them that he had come, like many other families to offer marriage. They asked him to do the same thing. He brought the largest bag of gold. He told them it was only a spare he had and they realised that he was the most powerful man in the archipelago, being the chief of Berk he gained a lot of the wealth the island received. His son, even at three managed to create an almost perfect meal; it was definitely the best one the wife had eaten. And together the duo built the most amazing house.

The couple were very happy that even the chief had approached them and the husband told his wife he would accept the chief's offer. The wife, however, felt she could gain more out of their daughter. She told him that if they told everyone they were probably going to accept the chief's offer and that they would have to give more money, cook more amazing meals and build an even better house to achieve this.

So just as they were about to leave to do this a knock sounded at their door. They opened it to see the wisest elder at their door, she allowed herself in. She sat in their finely furnished living room and told them she knew what they were about to do. She reminded them about the warning their elder had given them, she reminded them how he had told them that greed would ruin her daughter's life. She told them she was going to take her to a forest and keep her in a hut where she will have no contact with anyone but her. She would raise Astrid properly and when the time comes for her to be married she will return her to Deep Wood Isle and she will marry a young man of her parents' choosing. Her mother pleaded and cried telling her they will raise her properly and they will have enough money to do so. The elder told her that there greed and selfishness has shown them otherwise. But she will grant them the chance to fund their daughter's life as she will come by once a year and collect money or gifts the parents wish to give to her. The elder picked up the baby and told them she wished it had not come to this.

The wife cried and screamed and the husband tried to comfort her but no matter what happened she blamed herself for she started their greed spree and she went too far. The young wife stayed in the house and occupied herself with apologising to the families who had come and returning most of their money. A few took back their money but many; upon seeing how grief-stricken she was they let her keep it. She had her husband send word to the Chief of Berk informing him that they had accepted his offer. Many of the houses that were built for them were torn down, even though the couple had handed over the ownership to the builders.

The wife bought many maps and charts so she could see and find where the elder was keeping her daughter but there were so many she gave up after searching the biggest ones. So instead she counted the days until her daughter was 18 so she could return and she could see how beautiful she had grown. One day when her husband returned home late he went to her study to see drawings of a beautiful young woman drawn over the walls.

He smiled to himself and said, "Eighteen years left".

He closed the door and went to his bedroom to sleep next to his wife.

* * *

><p><strong>Oh yeah and the first letter of each chapter will have the three (bold, underline, italic) so get used to it (if it bothers you)<strong>

**Bye for now, **

**See you soon! (hopefully)**


	2. Chapter 2

**Please don't kill me!**

**I didn't mean to take so long to write this chapter I just had a while with editing and rewriting it cus the first couple of drafts sucked.**

**Anyway, here it is, so you better enjoy it.**

**OH BY THE WAY SORRY HAD A TECHNICAL DIFFICULTY AND UPLOADED THE WRONG CHAPTER. SORRY!**

**Sorry about any errors or things like that.**

**SO YEAH, ENJOY!**

* * *

><p><em><strong><span>W<span>**_hen Astrid was four years old, Goethi was like a mother. Goethi, the village elder who had taken Astrid from her parents, taught her much and did much for her. She told Astrid of their gods and stories that could be seen amongst the stars. Astrid loved Goethi more than anything, she was her sole companion and in Astrid's eyes, her mother.

When Astrid was slightly older, at the age of seven, she had asked about the gods' families to which Goethi gladly explained how their families came to be. She began to speak of Thor's mother when Astrid interrupted her, "Are you my mother?"

Goethi laughed lightly at her confusion, "No, my dear child, I am not your mother. I merely take care of you".

Astrid scrunched her eyebrows, "If you are not my mother, who is?"

Goethi ushered her closer and pulled her onto her lap, "Someday, when you are older, you will meet her. But I am afraid, my dearest, that she, both your parents in fact, have done terrible things".

From then on, Astrid felt uncomfortable around Goethi. How could she not? She had been led to believe that she was her mother. Was she lying about anything else? Was she lying about the "terrible things" her parents had done? Even so, taking a child away could hardly be a reasonable punishment.

With this distrust came the sudden realisation of loneliness, crawling up her back like a spider. Apart from Goethi she had been alone. She wished she knew her mother, or at least knew where she was. Then, at least, she would have someone else; someone she knew wouldn't make her feel this way.

As Astrid neared the age of nine Goethi came less and less until she only checked on Astrid once a day for a couple of hours. Somehow this made things better for Astrid; she wouldn't have to look upon the liar. Yet at the same time it made things worse, as now she became even more alone.

As Goethi left Astrid one day, Astrid came up with a plan. It was something she had never done before, something Goethi had never allowed, this was how she knew she should do it. On the day Astrid had gathered enough courage, she waited until Goethi bid her farewell and until she was out of sight before opening the door and stepping outside. She closed the door behind her, she felt so rebellious- of course, Goethi had never told her she couldn't leave the hut but she never advised it or told her she should leave.

Astrid stepped further into the forest, through the depths of the trees. She had never felt so alive, why had she never left the hut before? The air was clean and woke her up, the sound of the forest was like music and the feeling of the earth beneath her boots was indescribable

To Astrid, the forest heightened her senses and gave her the most amazing feeling. For once in her life she felt alive.

She stayed in the forest until the sun had sunk below the undergrowth and the stories in the sky began to show themselves. And as she made her way home, she promised herself she would always return to the hut for long.

She stuck to the promise and she continued to venture into the forest; discovering more as she went along. Soon as the days went by, she created a path for herself forcing herself to go even further along the path each day.

One day, Astrid had gone so far through the forest that she came across a village. To Astrid the village was large, even though this was the first village she had ever seen. Enticed by the foreign sights she blindly walked down the path towards the center of the village almost like a moth attracted to light.

She was not too far down the path when a hand reached out and grabbed her arm, pulling her behind a hut. When the attacker had safely dragged her behind the building Astrid let out a small "Ow!" before 'the attacker' cupped her mouth with their hand and whispered, "Be quiet, you'll get me caught!" the attacker sighed, "Sorry, my name is Ruffnut, you're not from round here, are ya?"

"Not exactly…" Astrid replied quietly.

"Never mind, then," She huffed, "I am hiding from my brother, Tuffnut and I have to be silent if I don't want to be caught quickly. Any kid from Berk would know that when the sun is in that part of the sky is when me and my brother play hide and seek".

"Uh, okay, I'll just get going then…"

"Hey, you never told me your name. What's your name?"

Astrid remembered Goethi telling her that she should never reveal her name to anybody, as it could mean danger. Even though she particularly disliked Goethi, she'd rather abide with her than risk danger.

"I am…Freya?"

"Nice to meet you, Freya," she nodded at Astrid, "now we must be quiet"

Tuffnut eventually found them much to their dismay. However, Astrid spent the rest of the day with the twins and found out a lot about them and the village that they lived in, otherwise known as Berk.

As the sun began to set the three decided it would be wise to head home. Well, Astrid found it wise and the twins decided they wouldn't have as much fun without her. Just as she began heading back up the path that led back to the forest Ruffnut called out, "Hey, Freya, we'll see you tomorrow, right?"

Astrid nodded and laughed, as if asking such a question were necessary; they were the only people that didn't make her feel lonely.

Astrid made it back home and made herself a meal with the food Goethi had left her earlier that day and smiled; her days were about to get a lot better.

Once the new girl was out of sight the twins started walking back home, almost immediately discussing ways to injure each other. That was to be expected of the twins, they were always violent in some sort of way.

"Ruffnut, Tuffnut!" they heard someone call from behind them.

They groaned, it was Hiccup, the son of Stoic the Vast, the leader of their tribe. "What is it?!" Ruffnut asked annoyingly. The twins disliked Hiccup with a passion, much like most of Berk; he always found a way to mess everything up and make it worse. "I was wondering who that girl was" he said.

"Oh, you mean Freya, all we know is her name," Tuffnut said simply.

"Tuff!" Ruffnut shouted, "Yes, her name was Freya but don't go talking to her Hiccup, we don't want you infecting her with your weirdness!"

The twins laughed and continued on their walk home. Hiccup stood there for a second, "Freya, huh? What a pretty name".

* * *

><p><strong>Ooh I sense romance blooming!<strong>

**aNYWAY! Thanks for reading.**

**Caio Mis Amigos,**

**Stay Perfecto c:**


End file.
